SOME   MEMORIES   OF   THE   STAGE

Albert Smith. They shook hands and talked together
on various subjects, Buckingham not having the faintest
reason to feel any doubt as to the identity of his friend.
After a while, however, a certain impatience began to
make itself manifest on the faces of both men. Each
explained that he had an appointment to meet Charles
Mathews at that time and place, and each began to
wonder what had become of Mathews. Buckingham
at last said that he could not wait any longer, and
would have to go away. Albert Smith pressed him to
stay a little longer; Buckingham shook his head and
stretched out his hand in token of farewell. Albert
Smith took the hand, held it in his, and said: 'Just
wait one moment; perhaps Mathews will appear after
all.' Then with the other hand he plucked away the
false beard, while he brought his face to its natural
outlines, laughed his own peculiar sharp, metallic little
laugh, and behold there stood Charles Mathews, only a
little late for his appointment!

Mathews was in private life a wit and a marvellous
talker. He was a man of education and culture, had in
his early days been much in the companionship of Count
D'Orsay and Lady Blessington, and had mixed in the
brightest society at home and on the Continent. I re-
member seeing the walls of Paris decorated with an-
nouncements of his appearance in a comedy translated
into French by himself. It was the familiar piece ' Cool
as a Cucumber,' which Mathews converted into *Un
Anglais Timide.' Mathews of course played the auda-
cious, reckless, rattlepate hero of the piece, who is going
about the world to cure himself of a sort of morbid shy-
ness, as he describes it. ' But,' as he frequently informs
society in general, 41 'm better now.' Jules Janin, the
famous French critic, did full justice to Mathews's bril-

251, his old friend
